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THE SECOND CHRISTMAS 


“And when they had performed all things according 
to the law of the Lord, they returned into Galilee, to their 
own city of Nazareth. . . . 

“But Mary kjept all these things, and pondered them in 
her heart!’ 

Luke II 139, 19. 


THE SECOND CHRISTMAS 


I T had been a dreary year for Mary. Such a disappoint¬ 
ment after that thrilling experience in Bethlehem! 
Was there ever such a birthday? Had ever a mother 
been so blessed? 

Of course, Mary did not understand it all. She was a 
simple maiden—young, untaught, quite unprepared. Fur¬ 
thermore, it had all come so suddenly, and when she was 
nearly dead with pain. That night in the stable!—she did 
not dare to think of it at times, it had been so terrible. 
All day she had traveled in the dust and heat, knowing 
that her hour was upon her. Joseph had been so kind. 
The little donkey had hurried along so fast on his little 
clicking hoofs. But it seemed every minute as though she 
would die. And then, when they had reached Bethlehem, 
just as the night was falling and the chill was dropping 
from sky to earth, they could find no shelter. Would she 
ever forget how they went from door to door ? No room, 
no room! Everything crowded! For the people had gath¬ 
ered for the census, and there was not a corner anywhere. 

What they would have done, had that inn-keeper not 
taken pity on them, she never dared to think. The little 
Jesus, her darling son, would have been born somewhere 
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out in the fields, under some hedge, perhaps in the gutter 
of the town, and probably would have died. But the inn¬ 
keeper had been kind—perhaps he had seen her agony 
upon her face! And he had let them go into the stable, 
where the sheep and the cattle had made it warm with 
the heat of their bodies and sweet with the breath of their 
nostrils. And there in the soft straw, close by an ox or an 
ass, she had yielded to her pangs, and at last had taken 
the little baby into her arms and laid him in a manger. 
She was weak and cold—there had been a good deal of 
blood! So she had not noticed much of what had hap¬ 
pened. But Joseph had told her wonderful things, and 
she had kept all these things in her heart. For there had 
been miracles that night! Surely, more miracles would 
come. Her first-born was a wonder-child. God must show 
new signs to hallow him. She would be ready this 
time! 

So all the long year she had waited. Every night she 
had watched for visitors from afar, or listened for music 
from the skies. But nothing had happened. The rains had 
come—the earlier rains, and then the latter rains. The 
lilies of the field had blossomed, and the hot summer had 
ripened the grapes and olives. Now the winter had come 
again. And she was still waiting—in vain! It was all so 
disappointing—as if heaven had been opened to her, and 
then been closed. Yes, it had been a dreary year. She could 
not understand. 
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As the months had passed, and life in die little home in 
Nazareth had settled down into the hum-drum of morn¬ 
ing, noon and night, breakfast, dinner and supper, the 
Sabbath, the week-days and the Sabbath again, Mary had 
fallen into die habit of looking into her heart, and dream¬ 
ing of that night in Bethlehem. Sometimes in the evening, 
when the day’s work was done, and Jesus was safely 
cradled, and the supper was cleared away, and Joseph, 
poor man, was tired and had gone to bed, she would be 
still wide-awake, especially in these last days before the 
birthday of her son, and she would climb to the roof of 
the house—the flat roof that looked up to die stars. And 
she would sit, and gaze far off to the south, beyond Jeru¬ 
salem, to that place among the hills which was Bethlehem. 
It was there that the heavens had opened to the shepherds 
abiding in the fields. And an angel of the Lord had come 
upon them, and the glory of the Lord had shone round 
about them and they were sore afraid. And the angel had 
told them not to fear, for he brought them good tidings 
of a child born this day in the city of David, which was 
Christ the Lord. And suddenly there was with the angel 
a multitude of the heavenly host praising God, and saying, 
“Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good¬ 
will toward men.” Joseph had told her this, just as the 
shepherds had told him. For they had come to Bethlehem, 
and found Jesus in the manger, and worshipped him. She 
remembered those shepherds. They were simple folk, and 
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did not dazzle her like the Magi. She remembered that 
one of them looked like her brother in Capernaum. He 
had asked to kiss the baby, and his face had shone with 
happiness. He was the only one of all the shepherds who 
was not afraid. Her heart clove to him. And then they had 
gone—and she had not seen them any more. 

Sometimes she would remember it all in the daytime, 
when she was alone. This was not often, for the baby 
kept her busy. He was a dear creature—she could play 
with him now! And she had to watch him, to keep him 
out of harm’s way. For he was toddling across the floor, 
and just beginning to reach for the pots and water-jars, 
and even for Joseph’s sharp tools on the carpenter’s bench. 
But there was the hour in the morning, when she went 
to the well to fill her water-jars. She would linger after 
the other women had gone, and the gossip of the village 
had died away into silence. Passers-by were frequent, 
but quiet was about the place. And there, alone, she would 
recall the Magi, as they came to her that morning out of 
the East, following the star which had led them to Beth¬ 
lehem. She had not seen their camels and their servants, 
crowding the little court-yard of die inn; Joseph had told 
her about them. But the Magi had come to her, tall men in 
splendid robes, two of them old, and one a shining youth, 
more like a king than a wise-man. It had all seemed so 
unreal—like some kind of strange and wonderful dream. 
But when they had gone, there were the rich gifts for 
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her little son—gold, frankincense, and myrrh. So it must 
have been true. The Magi had done obeisance to Jesus, 
and had hailed him as a King. 

What did all this mean? Patiently she had waited for 
an answer but none had come. There were shepherds— 
but none to seek her out. They were here on the hills of 
Nazareth, just as they had been there on the Judaean hills 
a year ago on that night of miracle and wonder. Some¬ 
times during the day they came into the town for food, 
or for a talk with the townsfolk. But they never asked for 
Mary and her child. And there were men who came from 
afar to Nazareth, rich merchants, traveling sages, per¬ 
haps kings and princes. Regularly the long camel trains 
passed by on the road to Egypt, and regularly they came 
back again on the long journey to the East. Sometimes 
they stayed the night, and filled the inns and stable-yards, 
even the streets, with noise and clamor. But there were no 
magi among them, no man old or young who knew any¬ 
thing about Mary and her son. As for the heavens, they 
were silent—no angel-songs any more! And the star, after 
those nights in Bethlehem a year ago, had dimmed and 
gone. Mary did not dare to tell how many nights, when 
all Nazareth was still, she had listened for the song and 
watched for the star. Joseph would laugh at her, and the 
neighbors think her queer. 

Once, when Joseph was away, buying lumber in Tiberias 
for his carpentry shop, Mary had climbed to the roof-top 
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of her house with the infant Jesus in her arms, and there 
she had waited, with eager eyes and ears, till the morning 
light had come. The stars were wonderful that night. 
They had cast down light so bright that she could see the 
neighbors’ houses, and the streets of Nazareth, and even 
the outline of the hills. More than once, as the darkness 
pressed upon her, she thought that she had seen her star, 
Jesus’s star—a planet larger and swifter than the others. 
Breathless, and with no more motion in her than in a 
frozen reed, she had looked to see the heavens open again, 
and an angel-host appear and acclaim her son. But every 
time it was the same. Her eyes became dim, and the stars 
danced and became confused—and nothing happened. 
She had been deceived—or, rather, had deceived herself. 
And so all the year had passed, and the birth-night had 
come again. It was very disappointing. 

But this second birth-night was going to be a happy 
one, even though there were no wonders. She was going 
to make certain of that! Once, to be sure, she had thought 
of asking Joseph to go to Bethlehem again, just as they 
had done a year ago. The little donkey was in his stall, 
with the cow and the sheep—he would know the way. It 
would take some money, but there would be no census 
this time, and thus no extra taxes. Joseph could ill spare 
the time from his busy shop, but a few days, only a few, 
would make no real difference. He could work the harder 
for his rest when he got back. And this time there would 
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be no crowds—the journey would be easy and pleasant. 
And in Bethlehem they could sleep in an inn, and not in 
a stable. Yet there was one stable that she would see. In 
the dead of night, the birth-night, she would go there to 
the stall where she had lain the year before in pain, and 
she would wait. Surely the heavens above Judaea would 
open again, and the angel-host would chant the song of 
“peace on earth, good-will toward men.” And the shep¬ 
herds would come running to the stall, and they would 
exclaim that Jesus was now so big, and they would play 
with him, and talk to him, as well as worship his hands 
and feet. Perhaps she would see that same shepherd boy 
who was like her brodier and had not been afraid. And if 
she stayed long enough, perhaps the Magi would come 
again, and bestow new gifts. If she could only be in Beth¬ 
lehem, these are the things that would happen, as they 
had happened before. And she would know, in very 
truth, that her little son was indeed die King foretold of 
old. But she had not dared to ask Joseph to make the 
journey. He would laugh at her. Perhaps even he would 
be impatient, and rebuke her foolishness. So she had kept 
these things in her heart, and said nothing. 

She even began to fear that perhaps it had only been a 
dream—that night in Bethlehem. Joseph had told her 
about the shepherds; but he had been dreadfully fright¬ 
ened when he saw how sick she was, and he was tired 
after the long and anxious journey; and amid all the 


10 THE SECOND CHRISTMAS 

noise and the crowds, and the natural excitement over a 
baby born in such a place, he may have imagined things. 
There had been shepherds drawn into the town by the 
great stir of the throngs that filled the inns, and to 
the stable to keep warm, but they had heard no angel- 
songs about a son of David, and knew nothing about 
cloven skies. If they had pressed about the manger, it was 
only as they might press about one of their ewe-lambs 
in labor. Yes, Joseph had imagined things. As for the 
wise-men, they had imagined things, too. They had been 
misled in their quest of the King foretold. Yes, it was all 
a dream. A whole year had brought no sign, and she 
could be deceived no more. Nor should she be disap¬ 
pointed, for Jesus was her own dear child—her first-born, 
since already she felt a fresh stirring in her womb—and 
the loveliest boy in Nazareth. Yes, she would be glad that 
she was a mother, and had a son, and could make him a 
rabbi in the synagogue, and thus serve Israel and Israel’s 
God. 

And now was the birth-night! She must make every¬ 
thing ready for the morrow, for it was to be a day of 
feasting and revelry. Joseph, busy as he was, had agreed 
to lay down his hammer and plane, and make the occa¬ 
sion a holiday. The neighbors had been invited, and would 
come in—Sarah, and Abigail, and Deborah, and Rachel, 
and Rebekah, and Leah—each with her little gift of 
remembrance, and her blessing from the Most High. 
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Even Elizabeth had promised to come, with John, the 
cousin of Jesus—that handsome lad, whose birth from his 
mother’s barren womb had itself been something of a 
miracle. It was well for John and Jesus to become ac¬ 
quainted, for they would have much in common in the 
years to come. As for Mary, she had her secret. For she 
had baked some shew-bread in the hot oven, and drawn 
some wine from the oldest jars, those of Jacob, the father 
of Joseph, pressed from the sweet grapes these many years 
ago. She had it all planned—that when the company of 
kinsmen and neighbors were together, and tired from 
feasting, she would take the bread and break it before 
Jesus and give him to eat, and pour the wine and give him 
to drink. And then they would all eat of the bread and 
drink of the wine—Joseph first, and then Elizabeth, and 
then the others in their turn, and last of all herself. This 
they would do in love one for another, and in remem¬ 
brance of that baby who had been born in Bethlehem. 
This should be their festival, when on the morrow the 
little Jesus was a full year old. 

It was late when Mary’s work was done. The threshold 
had been swept and the floor cleaned. The chairs and 
stools were in order about the table, and the cups in their 
places. Joseph’s bench was thrust into a corner, and the 
tools carefully laid away. Joseph himself was sleeping, for 
the first peep of dawn must see him up. His shirt, newly 
washed, was ready, together with the Sabbath robe and 
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the Sabbath shoes. For this was to be as a holy-day, and 
Joseph must be fitly clothed. 

Mary was tired, but she could not sleep. Her mind was 
filled with the morrow, that everything should be right. 
There must be nothing forgotten, nothing undone. Also 
she was excited in recollection of a year ago. Perhaps that 
star had shone, after all! Perhaps it might shine again 
tonight, just in celebration! Suppose she looked, to see! 
Softly Mary crept to the door, wrapped herself against 
the cold, and went out. All was dark, except for a light in 
Rebekah’s house, where she was tending her sick child. 
All was quiet, except for an occasional bark from the 
wolves, and a call from some shepherd to his sheep upon 
the hills. Was that shepherd watching, as she was watch¬ 
ing? Would he be frightened, as the Bethlehem shepherds 
were frightened, if the heavens opened in song ? But there 
was no sign, no sound. The sky, so black in its impene¬ 
trable depths, was studded with galaxies of stars. They 
were all there, just as she had seen them since childhood. 
As she gazed upon them, she saw it was about a half- 
hour to midnight. It was all as it had been on all the 
nights in all this year gone by. Nothing wonderful any 
more! 

Mary turned away—and found herself walking not 
toward the house, but toward the little stable in the rear. 
Why should she not go there and lie down for a moment 
in the straw, just as she had done a year ago, when Jesus 
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came? There was Toto, the donkey that had carried her 
all that long way to Bethlehem, and the cow, and the 
sheep close folded from the cold. The Bethlehem stable 
had been larger, and there had been oxen there, and 
camels, and horses. But the stall would be the same, and 
the manger. She could imagine it was that same stable 
where the inn-keeper had given them shelter. And per¬ 
haps, if she closed her eyes, she would see the shepherds 
again; and, if she listened intently, would hear them 
telling their story; and, if she folded her arms in the old 
familiar way, would feel die wee babe against her bosom. 
She would go in, and wait till midnight. Then she would 
creep back again—and Joseph would never know. 

It was dark as she lifted the wooden pin, and opened 
the door. She could hear the slow chewing of the cow 
upon her cud; there was a nervous crowding among the 
sheep; Toto gave a sharp stamp of his hoof, as though in 
recognition. She could see nothing—only feel how cold it 
was! But she knew the byre—that empty stall, close by 
the cow and the ass, where they kept the hay for the 
feeding! Quickly she found her way to it, and nestled 
down just under the manger, and pulled the fragrant hay 
about her to keep her warm. This was the way it was a 
year ago. It seemed as though time had rolled back, and 
she was in Bethlehem again. Of course, Joseph was not 
here; and there were no crowds, no noise, no confusion. 
All was quiet—just as it had been that night after the 
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babe had come, and the shepherds had returned to their 
flocks, and the crowds at last had fallen to sleep. She 
could think now, as she thought then, of Jesus, her boy; 
she could sing to him the old lullaby of her mother’s 
home; and then, perhaps, she could sink once more, just 
for a few moments, into that blissful oblivion of conscious¬ 
ness which comes so easily after the birth-pangs. It must 
be midnight now, just as it was when Joseph lifted the 
new baby from the straw, and placed him against her 
breast . . . How still it was—and warm! If only she had 
the baby in her arms again! . . . 

Mary never knew just what happened. Joseph never 
believed; the neighbors only smiled. But before she went 
to sleep—yes, before she closed her eyes!—there came a 
kind of glow across the stable near the door. At first she 
thought it was Joseph come to seek her with his lamp. 
But she saw only the light—at first soft and dim, then 
brightening and spreading, like the sun in the east at 
dawn. It moved along the walls of the byre, until the walls 
were all aflame. But it did not burn, for the light was cold, 
like stars against the night. At first it seemed as though 
the light were shining through the walls, as light shines 
through a curtain. Then she thought it was shining on 
the walls, like the bright glow of the holy vessels in the 
synagogue. But soon she saw it was in the walls, and then 
in die stable, and through it, and all about it. The animals 
were as clear as when they stood in moonlight, only this 
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light was a radiance which streamed not from one direc¬ 
tion but from all. Mary could see her hands, and the stall, 
and the manger. She felt as though she were bathed in 
light—as though the whole stable were being flooded by 
the sea. Then slowly, silently, the light seemed to gather 
together where she lay. The rest of the stable grew gradu¬ 
ally dark, but here the light was so dazzling she could 
scarcely see. It was “a burning and a shining light,” a 
shaft of flame leaping sheer from the floor to the roof of 
the little stable. It must have been something like this 
that the Children of Israel saw when the fiery pillar led 
them through the desert wastes of Sinai! 

And it was no dream, for the animals beheld it. Mary 
could not see the sheep, but the ass and the cow were close 
beside her. And they were not frightened. For lo, as she 
looked upon them, they bowed their heads; and then they 
kneeled, like worshippers before an altar—ass and cow 
side by side, and fronted toward the light. 

How long the animals kneeled, or what they did at all, 
poor Mary never knew, for her eyes were now fixed upon 
the light which seemed to burst into a kind of final 
effulgence of glory, and then take shape into the bright 
form of an angel. How tall and beautiful he was! She 
knew she should be frightened before such celestial pres¬ 
ence. But how could she be frightened, when she gazed 
upon such a radiant countenance and looked into such 
gentle eyes. This must be God’s messenger, and God was 
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good, and his spirit peace. So she was not afraid, though 
she was full of marvel and amaze. 

But it was not long for her to wonder, for no sooner was 
the Angel clear In form than he found voice, and spoke. 
Like a psalm of David was his word, and like the harp of 
David his utterance. 

“Mary, blessed of women,” said the Angel, “thou hast 
been sad through all this year. Thou hast not found joy 
in thy child, nor content within thine heart. For always 
thou hast looked for miracle and sign . . .” 

“But, my Lord,” interrupted Mary, “there was miracle 
and sign, when Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judaea 
this night a year ago.” 

“Yea, miracle and sign,” said the Angel, gently; “such 
miracle and sign as accompany the wonder of every birth. 
To those who have eyes to see, a star shines when any 
child is born. To those who have ears to hear, the morning 
stars sing together and all the sons of God shout for joy, 
when a new soul comes into the world. There is hope 
for man whenever man is young, and for the world when¬ 
ever another life appears.” 

“But I have believed, my Lord,” said Mary, “that Jesus 
was King, Messiah, Christ . . .” 

“Not so,” said the Angel. “Thou hast borne not a king, 
but a greater than a king. Thy son is destined to be a 
prophet of the Most High. He has come to speak the word 
and do the will of God, and, if he have strength, to rear 
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His kingdom. He will not rule, but suffer; he will be not 
the master, but the servant of all; he will command not 
by the sword, but by the spirit. It has been foretold that 
Israel shall be led and the world saved by a Suffering 
Servant of Yahweh, who shall surpass all conquerors, 
destroy all tyrants, outlive all empires, and subdue man¬ 
kind to love. Thy son is he, if thou wilt have him so, for 
God has blessed him beyond other men.” 

“But, my Lord, these wonders in Bethlehem—did they 
not mark him as the son of David, to bring in his king¬ 
dom once again?” 

“Not David,” replied the Angel, “but Elias! The Magi 
came not to do obeisance to royalty, but to acclaim wis¬ 
dom. The angels sang not of power, but of peace. O Mary, 
look not for wonders in the heavens or on the earth—for 
cloven skies and marching stars, for earthquakes and fam¬ 
ines, for wars and victories of arms. These show not God! 
Look rather for wonders within—for a mind that dwells 
apart in mystic rapture, for a heart that enfolds the race 
as a hen gathers her chickens under her wings, for lips 
that speak the very word of God, for a soul that dares all 
for His kingdom. 

“Delve deep into thy son’s life, as a miner delves deep 
into the earth for precious treasure. What thou findest 
guard, though thou art dazzled and afraid. For Jesus, thy 
son, is given thee of God to rear and fashion for His serv¬ 
ice. Bind him fast to the Law of Israel; teach him the 
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words and works of the holy prophets; turn him from 
violence and vengeance, and all the ways of hate; keep 
his hands clean and his heart pure; show him the path of 
love, and lead his feet therein; and give him courage to 
dare, and faith to endure, even unto the end. Then will 
he be not the son of David, a king, but the true Messiah, 
the Savior of the world. 

“Be strong, Mary, for thy task is grievous. Thou must 
suffer greatly for thy son. Thou wilt see him despised and 
rejected of men, a man of sorrows and acquainted with 
grief. The world will fear him and hate him—beat him 
with rods, crown him with thorns, pierce him with nails. 
Men will repeat his words, and do them not; they will 
accept his commandments, and break them; they will 
hail his name, and betray him. Greed and power and war 
will everywhere prevail, and the kingdom never come. 

“But be not dismayed, for thy son, though dead, shall 
live; and, though despised, shall be honored first of all 
men upon earth. Above the clash of arms his word shall 
sound; and in the darkness of lust and hate, his face shall 
shine. The world will not be able to forget him, nor man¬ 
kind to escape him. For even where he is most denied, 
he is the Truth; where he is least followed, he is the Way; 
where he is dead in fear and hate, he is the Life. 

“So long as the earth shall swing among the stars, men 
will return to him upon the day that he was born. In 
every stable of the world, upon the birth-night, his light 
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will shine, and the dumb creatures kneel they know not 
why. And on the morning of the birthday, in every home 
and heart of man, love will be born again, and there, for 
a fleeting hour, do its blessed work. On this day will men 
live, in Jesus’s name, as they would wish to live on every 
day. Secretly they will weep, that they still fight and 
steal and kill; and secretly they will resolve to fight and 
steal and kill no more. It will be long ere the kingdom 
come. God must be very patient. A thousand, two thou¬ 
sand years will pass, and men will still be taking the name 
of thy son and doing not his will. Wars and rumors of 
wars will fly upon the wind; darkness will enshroud the 
earth, and gross darkness the people; the nations will 
furiously rage, and imagine vain things; hatred and vio¬ 
lence will do as ever the awful work of death. But thy 
son will live as the rebuke of all men’s work; he will be 
remembered and reverenced in despite of all earth’s 
wicked ways; and his words, like beacons, will point the 
way of life. 

“Be patient, Mary, as God is patient. Be brave as God 
is brave. Though there be no sign nor wonder more, thy 
work is sure.” 

There was a silence, and the light began to dim. The 
Angel faded, like the dying sun at evening. The stable was 
suddenly dark again, and Mary cold. She trembled, and 
looked about her. But she saw nothing that she had not 
earlier seen. The animals were the same; they seemed not 
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to be restless, or frightened. She rose quickly from the 
stall, and hastened to the door, and stepped into the night. 
The stars were there, wheeling their silent way, and point¬ 
ing to a few minutes after midnight. It was late—and she 
had been asleep, and dreaming. Or was it true—that, on 
this second birth-night, she had seen an angel of the 
Lord and heard his voice? She did not know. She only 
knew that she must hurry. She had been away too long; 
the baby might be fretting, and Joseph awake. She sped 
to the house, and listened. Not a sound. She pulled the 
latch-pin, opened the door, and entered. All was still! 
She must go to Jesus, and feel if he was asleep . . . 

But what was this? The little cradle all aglow with 
light? No, it could not be! It was dark now. There was 
not a shimmer of light. But she had seen him, her baby, 
just as though a star were lit upon him. And she remem¬ 
bered what she had seen. The baby’s feet drawn down 
straight and stiff, and his arms flung out wide on either 
side—as though he were stretched upon a cross . . . And 
on his face, his dear sweet face—a smile! 
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THE TRUE STORY OF THE 
INN-KEEPER 


M ary was never tired of telling the story of that 
birth-night in Bethlehem—that holy night 
when her first-born son, Jesus, had come into 
the world. She had had other children—many 
of them. There were James, and Joseph, and Simon, and 
Judas, four splendid boys; and there were the sisters, too. 
But no one of them all was quite like Jesus; and certainly 
no one of them appeared under such strange and won¬ 
drous circumstances. For one thing, these brothers and 
sisters had all been born at home, in the little house in 
Nazareth. But Jesus had been born in the city of David, 
far away there to the south—and not in a house at all, 
but in a stable. What a night that was! What wonder that 
Mary had kept it all in her heart, and when the time 
swung round again each year, recited it to Joseph, who 
remembered too, but was mostly a silent man! And then 
to her sister, Elizabeth, and to Joseph’s sisters, and to the 
neighbors in Nazareth who always listened with such 
amazement. It came to be a kind of custom in the family 
that, on the eve of Jesus’s birthday, Mary should tell this 
tale. 
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I 

They had not been married many months—it was less 
than a year!—when there came a decree from Caesar 
Augustus that all the world should be taxed. It was a 
cruel decree, since the people had little money; and it was 
awkward, since every man was required to go with his 
family to the city where he was born, there to be enrolled 
for the taxing. This meant that Joseph must journey all 
the long way to Bethlehem, since this was his native 
town. It seemed an impossible undertaking—to leave the 
sheep and the cow, to close the carpenter’s shop where 
so much work was waiting to be done, to make provision 
for all those many days upon the road—and Mary await¬ 
ing the birth of her first child! But Caesar had spoken— 
there was the proclamation posted by the Roman soldiers 
in the market-place of Nazareth. And in the synagogues 
too, for not even these sacred places could be protected 
from the profaning intrusion of the pagan conquerors! 
There was nothing to do but to obey the mandate, and 
journey to Bethlehem as easily as might be possible. 

So on a day when the sun was warm and the air was 
fresh from the morning hills, Joseph placed Mary upon an 
ass, and started up the long road to Ginaea and Geba, and 
on to Shechem. They were not alone—others of the vil¬ 
lagers were going to their birth-places as Joseph was going 
to his—many of them to Jerusalem, through which they 
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must pass to reach Bethlehem. This was the one thing 
that had pleased Mary, for she had never visited the Holy 
City, and here was a chance to look upon the sacred places 
of which she had heard when she was a little girl in her 
mother’s home, and from the rabbi on the Sabbath eve 
in the synagogue. Perhaps she might stand in the Temple 
—or at least in the Court of the Temple—and pray for a 
moment to the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. But 
when they arrived in the environs of the city, Mary was 
heavy with her long journey. The roads had been dusty, 
the sun hot, the nights cold. They had slept in inns upon 
the way, instead of in the open, that Mary might have rest 
and refreshment. But she had grown tired, especially on 
that last day when the chill rain swept down from the hills 
of Ephraim, and they had not discerned Jerusalem until 
they had come to the very walls. Mary was sick with dis¬ 
comfort and fear, and there was nothing to do but to 
hasten with all speed, that they might reach Bethlehem 
before her time was upon her. But the way was slow, as 
the road was already crowded with people journeying 
south to Hebron and Beersheba, and to the villages in 
the mountains. All Judaea was astir, since the day of the 
enrollment was at hand. And though Joseph and Mary 
pressed on with panting haste, it was nightfall again before 
they came to the road that turned east to Bethlehem, and 
Mary was crying from her pain. 

Joseph had stopped at the inn which stood at the junc- 
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ture of the Hebron and Bethlehem roads, hoping that he 
might find shelter there for the night. But the inn was 
crowded. So on they went to Bethlehem, feeling sure that 
there would be room for them in the town. But men and 
women had been arriving there for many days. They had 
come from Samaria and Galilee, from Idumaea and Perea 
and Decapolis and Phoenicia, and even from far-away 
Egypt. They were travel-stained and weary, and angry at 
the long journey for the taxing. The richer wayfarers had 
filled the inns. Others were crowding the streets and sleep¬ 
ing in the fields. What was Joseph to do? There was no 
house to which he could go. He had left Bethlehem when 
he was a little boy, and knew no friends or neighbors! It 
was impossible to stay out in the open, with Mary in her 
last extremity. He must find an inn which would give 
them shelter for the night. There would be helping hands 
and hospitable hearts when they knew about poor Mary! 
So he went to the large inn by the market-place, where 
the lights were bright and there was the sound of much 
talking. But he knocked, and knocked again, in vain. 
There was no answer. The inn-keeper must be tired of 
turning people away from a house already overflowing 
with weary and complaining guests! Then he went to the 
inn down the road, under the slope of the hill. Here his 
insistent knocking brought the inn-keeper to the door. 
But he was impatient—and then angry. Could Joseph not 
see that there was no room for them in the inn ? Were not 
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the very floors littered with men and women for whom 
there were no beds? His wife was ill? Well, there 
were other women who were ill, too! She must make the 
best of it. No, no—it did no good to talk. There was no 
room! And the door was slammed in Joseph’s face; and 
there he was alone in the night, with the tired ass, and 
Mary whimpering with pain. What should he do? Where 
should they go? 

Poor Joseph! He knew that there was one more inn in 
Bethlehem, the little one near the synagogue. But what 
was the use of going there? It would be only the more 
crowded for being so small. Yet he must miss no chance 
—Mary could not be left out-of-doors in her present plight! 
He must beat on every door, till one was found which 
opened to his importunity. So with bold steps, if a fainting 
heart, he went to this last inn, and knocked as he had not 
knocked before. But it was the same story, only this inn¬ 
keeper was more kindly and patient. He was so sorry, but 
there was not an inch of space left. Come in, and look for 
yourself! Every room filled, the kitchen overflowing with 
restless people, even the hallway crammed with tired trav¬ 
elers ! He wished he could help, but tomorrow was the en¬ 
rollment day, and Bethlehem had such crowds as the town 
had never seen. Then Joseph spoke of Mary—his wife big 
with child, and her hour at hand. And the inn-keeper 
looked, and there she was in the light of the open door. 
So young, so pretty—and so wretched! Mary was brave— 
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she was trying not to complain. But she was trembling like 
a leaf, and there was a cold sweat on her face, and every 
now and then, in spite of herself, she cried out for the 
agony that lay beneath her heart. 

“My poor girl,” cried the inn-keeper, running to her in 
pity. He must help this child! But how ? In confusion the 
good man wrung his hands, and then looked at Joseph, 
and then at the inn with its clamor of many guests. What 
could he do? And suddenly, as he stood there, he felt a 
nudging at his elbow. It was the ass, poor creature, tired 
from the hurried journey of the day, and hungry for his 
meal at nightfall. The ass! That was an idea. There was 
room for the ass in the stable, and, if for the ass, why not 
for this stricken girl upon his back? The stable—not so 
warm as it might be, not so bright and friendly—but there 
was soft hay in an empty stall, the animals were quiet, 
and Mary would not be disturbed. The stable—that was 
the answer to the dilemma! And the inn-keeper patted the 
head of the ass, and took his bridle, and beckoned to 
Joseph, and led the way into the stable behind the inn. 
And there were oxen and cows and sheep, and the asses of 
the travelers, all quiet and friendly; and there, at one side, 
in the dark, was a great wide byre with a mass of fragrant 
hay, and a manger. And the inn-keeper laid Mary upon 
the hay as upon a bed; and he ran and got lanterns, and 
some food and drink, and some warm water, and some 
soft clean linen. And there came his wife, Sarah by name, 
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a sweet and gentle woman. And they ministered to Mary, 
and comforted and helped her. And at midnight there 
came a cry—and a child was born. And Sarah took the 
babe, and washed him, and wrapped him in swaddling 
clothes, and laid him in the manger. And Mary said that 
his name should be called Jesus. 

And when he was born, a great star shone through the 
stable window, a star brighter than all the heavens beside. 
And shepherds abiding in the fields, keeping watch over 
their flocks, saw the star, and heard an angel saying that 
there was born in the city of David a Savior which was 
Christ the Lord; and they came to the stable, and saw the 
babe, and returned glorifying and praising God. And the 
inn-keeper was full of wonder at these things. 

This was the story that Mary loved to tell—how her boy, 
Jesus, had been born in a stable in Bethlehem. But this was 
not the end! For on the second day, at the sixth hour, the 
inn-keeper came running and said that there was room 
now in the inn. For after the enrollment for the taxing, 
the people had gone. And Sarah took the baby, and Joseph 
lifted up Mary in his arms, and the inn-keeper rubbed the 
nose of the ass in reminder of the night when they were 
knocking at the door, and they all went into the house; 
and mother and child were snuggled into a great bed in 
the room looking out upon the synagogue. And there they 
remained for ten days. And on a day when they were pre¬ 
paring to return to Nazareth, there came three wise-men 
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from the East, bearing gifts. They said they had seen the 
star, and knew that a Savior had been born in Bethlehem of 
Judaea, for thus it was written by the prophet. And Mary 
received them in the house*; and when they entered, and 
saw the child, they fell down and worshipped him, and 
opened their treasures and presented to him gifts of gold, 
frankincense, and myrrh. And Mary took the gifts, and 
when she returned to her home, put them away in a casket 
made by Joseph out of the fragrant cedar-wood. And once 
each year, when Jesus’s birthday came and she told the 
tale, she would take down the casket and show the gifts in 
token of all these wondrous things that had happened. 

II 

Now, Joseph and Mary were pious folk. They went to 
the synagogue on the Sabbath, and learned the Scriptures, 
and listened to the rabbis. And on occasion at the feast of 
the Passover, they went up to Jerusalem, after the custom 
of the time, and there, with their fellow Jews from far and 
wide, they partook of the sacred meal, and cast their gifts 
into the treasury at the Temple. And when the child, Jesus, 
was twelve years old, they decided to take him with them, 
that he might see the Holy City, and behold the great 
festival of his people. And so they started on the familiar 
road to the south—Mary on the ass, and Joseph and the 
boy striding beside. And Jesus was excited, and in his 

# See Matthew II: 11. 
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eagerness ran far ahead; and he cried out when he saw 
Mt. Gerizim, and stopped and drank deep of the waters 
at Jacob’s well. And he came to Bethel, and remembered 
Jacob’s ladder that reached from earth up to heaven. And 
it was not long before he saw Jerusalem and the Temple 
afar off. Then he thought of David and Solomon, and of 
the kings of Judah, and of the prophets, and so awe-stricken 
was he that he took his father’s hand, and was very quiet 
as they walked on, and drew ever nearer to the walls and 
towers of the city. And he heard his mother tell of the day 
when she had first seen Jerusalem in the chilling rain, and 
she was sick, and they had hurried on to Bethlehem. And 
Jesus remembered that place where he was born, and asked 
if they should see it. But Joseph said. No—that it was a 
morning’s journey beyond Jerusalem, and this was the 
Passover and they must join the feast. 

So they stayed in Jerusalem, and went to the synagogues 
and to the Temple. And when the days were fulfilled, 
Joseph and Mary started north again on the great high¬ 
way, with a crowded company of pilgrims returning to 
their homes, some on asses, a few on camels, but most of 
them walking after the sturdy habit of the countryside. 
And they talked excitedly of all that they had seen, and 
reverently of the sacred meal which they had eaten, and 
angrily of the Romans who had sent a special guard of 
legionnaires into the city. As though there would be 
any disturbance at such a time! What had the Jews done 
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that they should thus writhe beneath Caesar’s yoke? Was 
not this the time for the Messiah to come and deliver 
Israel? And Mary suddenly remembered the shepherds, 
and the wise-men, and the song of the angel-host. And she 
turned to look upon her boy, Jesus, who might be the 
promised one. But where was he? She looked anxiously 
about, and did not see him. They were a full day’s journey 
on their way, and she had not seen him since they left the 
Holy City. Had anybody seen him? She spoke to Joseph, 
who sought the boy among their kinsfolk and acquaint¬ 
ances. Then, not finding him, he ran ahead and looked for 
him in the crowd, then loitered behind and called his 
name. But Jesus was not there. He had not been there since 
the band of travelers had gathered themselves together, 
and waited until all was ready, and the last straggler had 
come, for the long journey to the north. At least, no one 
had seen him. He must have been left behind! So, greatly 
frightened, Joseph and Mary turned back, and made the 
ass trot his little feet upon the road as though he were 
young again. Jesus lost in the great city! Where should 
they seek for him ? Where had he gone ? 

They returned first, of course, to the inn in Jerusalem. 
But nobody had seen Jesus since they went away. Then 
they hurried along the busy streets, and jostled the crowds 
in the market-place, and visited the synagogues. They 
climbed the stairs to the little upper room where they had 
eaten the Passover feast with their kinsfolk. For three days 
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they sought the boy in vain. Then, as though by chance, 
they went to the Temple. Perhaps the doctors there could 
advise them! And there in the midst was Jesus, both hear¬ 
ing them and asking them questions. And when Joseph 
and Mary saw him, they were amazed. And his mother 
said to him, “Son, why have you thus dealt with us? 
Behold, your father and I have sought you sorrowing.” 
And the boy, all radiant as though with an inner light, 
welcomed them, and went down with them, and came 
again to Nazareth. And as they journeyed thankfully 
along the way with other pilgrims, they asked him where 
he had been, and what he had done in the great city, in 
those four days since he had been lost. And Jesus laughed, 
and clapped his hands, and said that he had gone to 
Bethlehem. 

“To Bethlehem,” they exclaimed. 

Yes, to Bethlehem! And Jesus told them how, all the 
while in Jerusalem, he had dreamed of the city of David 
where he was born. And he had yearned to see the inn, 
and the stable, and that kindly inn-keeper who had saved 
his mother on the night when she had not where to lay 
her head. And on the day after the Sabbath, while Joseph 
and Mary were preparing for the journey home, he had 
talked with a man who was going south to Hebron with 
a caravan bound for Egypt, and the man had offered to 
show him the way to Bethlehem. And Jesus was glad, 
and thought he could go and return before his parents 
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would be ready for die journey. And the man put him 
on a camel, a big beast with a heavy pack, and when they 
had come to the inn where the road to Bethlehem 
branched off to the east, the man had set him down, and 
told him to trudge on for a mile or two, and there he would 
find the city. And he went, and the day was fair, and 
the road was easy to his feet. And he came to Bethlehem, 
while the sun was not yet at the top of the heavens, and 
people were still chaffering in the market-place. And he 
went straight to the synagogue, and there was the inn, 
just as his mother had told him. It was a mean little place, 
hidden away as though ashamed. But the boy loved it 
almost as though it were his home, since it had given his 
mother shelter when her hour had come. And Jesus found 
his way to the stable-yard, and into the stable, which was 
dark and empty. There were no animals, for the sheep had 
been driven to the hills, and the oxen were at work. Only 
a scrubby ass was standing alone in a corner, where he 
had been left by some tired traveler of the day. But there 
was sweet hay in the stalls, only there were many stalls, 
each with a manger, and he knew not the one which was 
his. And as he looked and wondered, there came a man 
into the stable. He was rough and grizzled, but had a 
kindly face, and smiled upon the boy, and said, 

“What can I do for you, my lad? I have not seen you 
before in Bethlehem.” 

And Jesus answered, and said, “O, yes, sir; you have 
seen me.” 
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“Seen you?” said the inn-keeper. “Come here to the 
door, and let me look upon your face.” And he looked, 
and shook his head, and said, “No, I have not seen you. 
You are not one of our boys in Bethlehem.” 

And Jesus laughed, and said, “Do you not remember the 
year of the taxing, when Caesar made his decree? That 
was twelve years ago, for I am twelve years old. And there 
came to your door a man; and his wife on an ass was sick; 
and you put them in your stable because there was no 
room for them in the inn. And you cared for them, and 
your wife, Sarah, stayed with them through the night, and 
the dumb creatures were very still. And in the morning 
there was a baby wrapped in swaddling-clothes and lying 
in the manger.” And Jesus laughed again, and said that he 
was the baby, and told how he had come with his parents 
to Jerusalem for the Passover, and had hurried this day to 
Bethlehem, that he might see the stable and the manger. 
And the inn-keeper was amazed, and seized the boy, and 
ran with him to the house, and cried, “Sarah, Sarah!” And 
a sweet woman appeared quickly at the door, with alarm 
upon her face. But the inn-keeper reassured her, and 
showed her the boy, and said this was Jesus, the baby born 
in the stable. And Sarah was amazfd, and she took Jesus 
in her arms, and looked on him, and blessed him as though 
he were her own. 

Then they returned, all three, to the stable. And the 
inn-keeper took the boy to a stall in a far corner, and told 
him that this was where Mary lay on the night that he 
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was born. And there was the manger where he was 
cradled, and through that window there shone the star 
which brought the shepherds from the hills. And Sarah 
told him about the shepherds—how they came, having 
heard the angels, and knelt down before the baby as 
though he were a king, and worshipped him. And she 
looked on Jesus, and was full of wonder all anew. But he 
must not linger, for his parents were waiting for him in 
Jerusalem! So they took the boy into the house and gave 
him cakes and wine. And the inn-keeper led him by the 
hand, and walked with him down the road to the great 
high-road, then on past Rachel’s Tomb, and down the 
long slope until they saw the walls of the great city in 
the distance. And the inn-keeper said good-bye, and bade 
Jesus hurry on lest his parents be anxious, and went his 
way. And Jesus watched him until he became a mere 
shadow in the dust, then turned and sped to Jerusalem, 
and ran to the inn where he had been staying with his 
parents. And they were gone! And he had followed on, 
hoping to find them. But they were gone! And he went to 
the Temple because God was there. And the doctors had 
been kind, and had talked with him about the law and the 
prophets, until his parents came. And now they were 
going home again, and Jesus had seen the inn-keeper, and 
the stable where he was born. 

Joseph was stern that the boy had run away. But Mary 
smiled and was content. For she loved the inn-keeper and 
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his wife, and was glad that they had seen her boy. And 
she kept all these things, and pondered them, in her 
heart. 


Ill 

Years passed—and report went through the land of one 
John the Baptizer, who lived in the wilderness of Jordan, 
and subsisted on locusts and wild honey, and cried, 
“Repent ye, for the kingdom of God is at hand.” And John 
was seized of Herod, and thrust into prison. 

And straightway there was report of one mightier than 
John, named Jesus, a man from Galilee, who blessed the 
poor, and healed the sick, and spake as never man had 
spoken before. And some said that this man, Jesus, was 
the son of Joseph and Mary, of Nazareth. And some that 
he was Elias, and others, Jeremias, or another of the 
prophets. And some that he was Christ, the Son of the 
Living God. And many that he was a stirrer up of the 
people, and a preacher of blasphemy and sedition. But all 
said that multitudes followed him, and heard him gladly. 
And the reports ran to Jerusalem and beyond, even to 
Bethlehem, and to an aged inn-keeper and his wife, who 
remembered a baby, and a boy. And daily they went to the 
synagogue and prayed for Jesus, whom the angels had 
proclaimed and the wise-men visited. And on the Sabbath 
eve, they remembered the Messiah, the Son of David, and 
wondered if he were come. 
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And in the week of the Passover there ran a rumor 
through all the countryside that Jesus had come from 
Galilee to Jerusalem, to keep the feast. And he had entered 
the city riding on an ass, with all the people waving palms 
before him, and strewing the way, and shouting, Hosanna, 
as though he were a king. And he had gone to the Temple, 
and had cast out them that sold and bought in the Temple, 
and overthrown the tables of the money-changers. And he 
had said that he would destroy the Temple, and in three 
days build it again. And all the city was in a tumult; and 
Caiaphas, the high-priest, had gone to Pilate, and Barab- 
bas, the Zealot, was in the city, and had been arrested. And 
the inn-keeper was alarmed, and knew not what to believe. 
And every hour brought new reports of shouting, and 
disorder, and crowds in the streets, and a fresh company 
of soldiers summoned from die Roman legion in Tiberias. 
And it was said that Barabbas was to be put to death, and 
that Jesus and his disciples were in grave peril of their 
lives. And it seemed in Bethlehem as though the very sky 
to the north were dark, and there were rumblings as of 
tempest or earthquake. 

And on the Passover eve, the inn-keeper bade his wife 
make ready for the journey to Jerusalem, for they must go 
and see. And in the bright morning, sultry with heat, they 
mounted on asses, and made their way to the Holy City. 
And they passed through the Hebron Gate, and all the city 
seemed strangely quiet and the streets empty. But afar 
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off they heard shouts and tumult; and here and there were 
men and women muttering in undertones, and hurrying 
towards the Temple. And the inn-keeper followed, and 
passed the Temple, and came to the street leading to Gol¬ 
gotha, the Place of the Skull. And, behold, a great crowd 
sweeping down the street from Pilate’s Palace, and in the 
midst a man bearing a cross! And on his head was a 
crown of thorns, and his face was bathed in sweat and 
streaked with blood, and his beard torn, and his robe in 
disarray. And Roman soldiers were on either side of him, 
and they prodded him with their spears, and when he 
fell beneath the burden of the cross, they lashed him with 
whips like a stricken beast. And the inn-keeper followed, 
not knowing what he saw, or who this criminal might be. 
And they went through the gate and climbed Golgotha. 
And the soldiers took the cross, and with iron spikes nailed 
him who had borne it by the hands and the feet. And they 
raised him aloft; and with him two thieves, the one on his 
right hand and the other on his left. And it was about the 
third hour. And the inn-keeper looked upon the thieves, 
and he was glad; for he said this man between them must 
be Barabbas, the brigand and outlaw. 

And he turned to a Roman centurion who was standing 
by the cross, and he said, “Is this Barabbas ?” 

And the centurion was silent, for he was a sober man. 
And the inn-keeper from Bethlehem asked yet again, “Is 
this Barabbas?” 
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And the centurion still said nothing. But when the inn¬ 
keeper asked a third time, he answered, and said, 

“This is Jesus, the man of Nazareth. There is John, his 
disciple—and Mary, his mother.” 

And the inn-keeper looked—and at the foot of the cross 
was a woman praying. And her face was dark with the grief 
that was upon her, and her eyes strained as though with 
the travail of the flesh. And he knew her as he had seen 
her that night in the stable crying with pain. And he went 
to her, and took her hands, and whispered, “Mary.” 

And she turned, and looked upon him—and in his aged 
face with grizzled beard, and in his eager eyes and his 
kindly voice, she found again the inn-keeper of Bethle¬ 
hem, who on that dreadful night had taken her into his 
stable, and laid her in the soft straw, among the gentle 
beasts. And she clung to him as to one who had come to 
her in the hour of great need, and to Sarah, his wife, and 
she blessed them that they were sheltering her once more. 

And the three knelt together at the foot of the cross, even 
as they had knelt together years before beside the manger. 
Mary in agony again for her beloved son! And when the 
sixth hour was come, there was darkness over the whole 
land until the ninth hour. And at the ninth hour Jesus 
cried with a loud voice. And the veil of the Temple was 
rent, and the earth quaked, and the rocks were rent, and 
the graves opened and gave forth their dead. And the 
Roman centurion who was watching Jesus saw the earth- 
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quake, and all the things that were done; and he raised his 
sword, and said, “Truly this man was the son of God.” 

And the inn-keeper held Mary in his arms and com¬ 
forted her; and he opened his girdle and gave her bread, 
and his flask and gave her wine. And he said to her, 
“Mary, do not weep. Your son is born again. The angels 
are singing now, as yesternight, Glory to God in the high¬ 
est, and on earth peace, goodwill among men. For Jesus is 
the Savior, which is Christ the Lord. He is the rod out of 
the stem of Jesse, foretold by the prophet. He has died, but 
he is living. And he shall judge the nations, and bring 
deliverance to men. And his kingdom shall be forever 
and forever.” 

And Mary smiled, as she had smiled on the birth-night 
long ago. And as she looked at the inn-keeper, she saw 
the stable; and as she touched the cross, she felt the 
manger; and as she listened to the silence, she heard the 
angels; and in the east, all bright against the darkened 
sky, she saw a star. 

IV 

The inn-keeper and his wife were slow in returning to 
Bethlehem. They started on the Sabbath morning, but 
there were many pilgrims on the way, and the dust was 
heavy and the heat oppressive. There was much talk of 
that dreadful Passover day, and of the Nazarene dead upon 
the hill, and of the earthquake and dark night. But the 
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inn-kccpcr said little. He thought only of Mary and of her 
long journey back to Nazareth. 

But he was not sad, nor frightened. Rather was there a 
great calm within his heart and a glad assurance. He was 
old now, and would not go to Jerusalem again. But what 
he had heard and seen was enough. He was content. 

It was high noon when he reached Bethlehem and came 
to the inn. He helped Sarah from the ass, and kissed her 
in token of their return. Then he took her beast and his, 
and led them into the stable and gave them water. It was 
very bright there, and very still. He went to the manger 
where years ago Mary had laid her first-born son, and 
saw it flooded as though by an unearthly light. All the 
stall seemed to glow and burn, and yet not to be consumed. 
Never had the inn-keeper seen such sunshine, and so much 
of it 1 And as he gazed in wonder, Sarah came to him and 
stood beside him, and smiled upon him. And suddenly 
they kneeled, as though the presence of God were with 
them. As the inn-keeper took Sarah’s hand, and lifted it 
in his own, he said: 

“Now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace. For mine 
eyes have seen thy salvation.” 


3 

THE WISE-MEN COME 
TO HEROD 


"Now when Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judaea, in 
the days of Herod the king, behold, there came wise-men 
from the East to Jerusalem, 

“Saying, where is he that is born King of the Jews? For 
we have seen his star in the east, and are come to worship 
him. 

"When Herod the king had heard these things, he was 
troubled . . . and demanded of them where Christ should 
be born. 

"And they said unto him, In Bethlehem of Judaea,... 

"Then Herod, when he had called the wise-men, in¬ 
quired of them diligently what time the star had appeared. 

"And he sent them to Bethlehem, and said, Go and 
search diligently for the young child; and when ye have 
found him, bring me word again that I may come and 
worship him also. 

" When they had heard the king, they departed; and lo, 
the star, which they saw in the East, went before them, 
till it came and stood over where the young child was. . . 

"And being warned of God in a dream that they should 
not return to Herod, they departed into their own country 
another way. 

"And when they were departed, behold, the angel of the 
Lord appeareth to Joseph in a dream, saying, Arise, and 
ta\e the young child and his mother, and flee into Egypt, 
... for Herod will seek the young child, to destroy him!’ 

Matthew II :i— 13. 
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I 

H erod, the king, was angry. His anger was ter¬ 
rible. It was unbelievable that he should be so 
flouted by these wise men from the East. He was 
used to such treatment, to be sure, from Rome, 
whose officers seemed to find delight in ignoring or dis¬ 
regarding him. How many times his orders, even in the 
face of the people, had been disobeyed! At night he could 
not sleep for the tramp of the legions sent upon some mis¬ 
sion in defiance of his commands. But this was Caesar! and 
when Caesar spoke, the very stars gave heed. 

But these Magi—these men whose business it was to 
read the stars at the high bidding of their kings and 
princes—who were they to undo his word? It was only 
a week hence that they had come to Jerusalem, as was their 
duty, to tell him of “one born King of the Jews.” A star 
had arisen suddenly in the heavens, to proclaim this new¬ 
born King—a star which they had been expecting long. 
And now they were come to find this King and worship 
him. Where was he ? And Herod, in trepidation of spirit, 
had gathered together all the chief priests and the scribes 
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of the people, and demanded of them where this Messiah 
should be born. And they had told him, as the Scriptures 
said, “In Bethlehem of Judaea.” And Herod had called the 
wise-men privily into his presence, and instructed them to 
go to Bethlehem and there hunt out the child; and when 
they had found him, to return to Jerusalem and bring 
him word that he might come and worship him also. 
And so the Magi had gone—but had not returned! On 
the contrary, they were no more to be seen anywhere. 
Rumor had it that they had departed into their own 
country by another way. They had found the babe—no 
doubt about that! He was in an inn, where he had been 
born some days before in the stable, since the crowds 
gathered for the taxing had left no room. And the wise- 
men had seen him in his mother’s arms, and had wor¬ 
shipped him, and had given him rich gifts. But then they 
had fled, as though some command were laid upon them 
not to see or speak to Herod again. What meant this? 
Was this some trick of Rome? Had Caesar summoned 
these wise-men to spread the story that “the King of the 
Jews,” son of the house of David, was come at last, and 
that Herod therefore was no longer the anointed sovereign 
of Israel? 

But Herod was not only angry—he was frightened. 
What had become of Hadoram? The great king loved 
Hadoram as his own son, and had made him chief officer 
in his retinue of guards. He had trusted him with many an 
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errand, and Hadoram had never failed him. Messages 
which would have shaken Rome and, if disclosed, cast 
Herod from his throne and raised Hadoram high in 
Caesar’s favor, had been given him, and, when delivered, 
had sunk deep from sight as a stone cast into a well. 
Missions involving treason, and on occasion murder, had 
been committed to his charge, and then, when done, had 
straightway been forgotten. Hadoram had become as 
Herod’s own right arm. What the great king could not 
himself do, or scarcely even think, Hadoram did. His 
were the most dreadful deeds of Herod’s reign. So that all 
men feared him, and none but Herod dealt with him. 
What more natural, therefore, than that to this young 
officer of his guard the king should turn when the wise- 
men came into his court? He never trusted these Magi 
from the East. He suspected that they suspected him! In 
any case, there must be no chance nor accident in this 
fateful business. So he bade Hadoram follow the wise-men 
on their way to Bethlehem. Watch where they went! Note 
where they found the child! See to it that the child was 
slain! No noise, no tumult, no unnecessary blood—but 
the child must be disposed of, and if need be, his parents 
also! Then back to Jerusalem for report and further 
orders! But Hadoram had not come back. The child was 
lost. Yet should he die! Though every male child in the 
kingdom were put to the sword, this babe, sought by the 
wise-men, should be killed. But Hadoram—where had he 
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gone? What had befallen him? Was Rome again at 
work ? Or were the very heavens dooming Herod to down¬ 
fall and to death? 

II 

Before the Magi had started upon their way to Bethle¬ 
hem, Hadoram was already there. He traveled swiftly on 
his horse, and knew the by-paths of the countryside. Yet 
he did not like his errand! He had few scruples and no 
mercy. He had killed men, and even women, in cold blood, 
and been little hurt. He had pillaged towns and villages, 
and put the inhabitants to the sword—children and babes 
among them. But that was in hot blood, when the sword 
knew not its victims. But here was he ordered in cold blood 
to take an infant just born—snatch it from its mother’s 
breast and butcher it. This was no soldier’s job! He liked 
it not. But Herod had spoken and Herod must be heeded. 

Hadoram had not to await the wise-men, to find this 
“King of the Jews.” Bethlehem was still astir with the 
story of the shepherds and the star, and of the angel chorus 
on the hills proclaiming the birth of “a Savior which is 
Christ the Lord.” Mary was still in the city, in the little 
inn by the synagogue. The shepherds had found the babe, 
“wrapped in swaddling clothes,” lying in a manger in the 
stable, but Mary was now in the house awaiting the hour 
of her return to Nazareth. And here was a new wonder— 
an officer from Herod’s court, to bring visitation and 
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greeting to her from the great king! She must see him 
at once. So Joseph was found, who in fresh amazement 
greeted Hadoram, and led him straightway into the pres¬ 
ence of Mary, his wife. 

She was in a small room in the inn, fronting the south. 
Through a window poured the morning sun. There was 
a pallet on the floor, and beside it a water-jar and basins. 
There were two stools, and a bench on which were some 
scattered dishes and tokens. Mary was sitting in the sun¬ 
light, her babe snuggled at her breast, and all the joy of 
heaven in her eyes. She was dreaming perhaps of the shep¬ 
herds, or of the home in Nazareth awaiting her return, or 
of the child which was hers, and Israel’s. Could this little 
one be indeed the Messiah, “the Son of the Highest”? 
Would he rise, when his manhood was come, and redeem 
Israel at last of the woes of generations gone? Why was 
she, Mary, the wife of Joseph, a carpenter, thus blessed 
among women, and how should her son come to the 
throne of David ? And looking up, as the door was sud¬ 
denly darkened, she saw Joseph, and with him a soldier, 
tall and clad in brass, and with a short sword by his 
side. 

“Mary,” said Joseph, “Herod hath sent unto thee this 
man, an officer of his court. He would see the babe, and 
thee.” 

“Herod,” cried Mary, incredulous, “the king!” 

“Yes, the king,” said Hadoram. “Herod hath heard of 
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thee and of thy child. Report hath brought it to his ears 
that the Messiah is come, and he would know where he 
is, that he may worship him.” 

Mary was pleased and frightened all at once. Herod, the 
great king! This seemed more wonderful than the shep¬ 
herds, even though angels had appeared and spoken to 
them upon the hills. The king —to come and worship her 
son! It could not be true! But here was this officer before 
her, and this was what he was saying. 

“O, sir,” she faltered. “I know not by what right I should 
receive the king. I am here for a few days, then journey 
north to Galilee. We shall be in Jerusalem, and if the great 
king would be so good”—and her voice faded away from 
very fear of the king and of seeing him. 

Nay, madam,” broke in Hadoram. “I have orders from 
the king to find thee here, that he may do obeisance to 
thee and reverence to thy son. Thou must remain here till 
I come and bring word to thee again of Herod’s will.” 

And Hadoram turned and left the inn. His errand was 
begun, but still he liked it not. That babe—and that 
mother! Must he destroy them? 

Meanwhile, the wise-men had come. Their lumbering 
camels had accomplished the journey to Bethlehem, and 
entered the town amid the awe-struck excitement of the 
people. Here was still another wonder—these men came 
from countries far distant, to worship one “born King of 
the Jews”! Across lonely deserts and on crowded highways, 
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they had pressed their way. Neither day nor night, heat 
nor cold, wind storms nor dust storms had stayed their 
course. Especially at night had they hurried on, for there 
was the star going before to guide them. In Jerusalem only 
had they paused, to wait upon the king and learn his will. 
And now they were in Bethlehem, as the king had 
charged, with the people all amazed. Men and women 
crowded from the houses and streets into the court-yard 
of the inn, and looked upon the camels with their regal 
trappings, and watched the servants of the wise-men 
release their bales and bags. These wise-men had journeyed 
fast and far because they had heard of Jesus, and knew 
him to be the promised Messiah. Surely this was “the son 
of David,” and the prophecy of the angels true. 

It was high noon when the three wise-men came into 
Mary’s presence—two of them old, and one young like a 
shining prince. Mary was aflush with wonder. She had 
been too sick to notice much the shepherds. But now, on 
this one day, had come a messenger from Herod and these 
three men from far countries in the East! She saw the wise- 
men kneel before her, and bow to her little child. She 
watched them as they unloosed their girdles and offered 
her gifts—gold, frankincense, and myrrh. Then their bags 
were opened and treasures brought forth—rich robes such 
as she had never seen, soft scarfs and shawls, sandals be¬ 
decked with pearls, a diadem for Jesus’s head and a sceptre 
for his little hand, and holy vessels of wrought gold for 
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the sacred rites. It all seemed like a dream. Yet her eyes 
beheld these things, and her ears heard voices. 

“Hail, Mary,” the wise-men cried, “servant of God and 
mother of kings! We have waited long for thy coming. 
The stars had told us, and we watched for the star which 
should warn us of the advent of thy son. And we gathered 
gifts for that great day, that we might do honor to the 
new-born King. Night after night we gazed into the 
heavens, and morning after morning our hearts sank down 
within us. Were the planets wrong? Had we misread their 
meaning? Was there to be no Messiah, at least in this our 
time? But lo, on that wondrous night, there blazed the 
star. Our camels were bridled and laden. We had but to 
mount and ride, through day and night, heat and cold, 
wind-storms and dust-storms. And we are here, to see thee 
and thy holy child, and to do obeisance before thee.” 

And the three wise-men bowed them to the ground. 
And the young man smiled upon her, for her beauty 
touched his heart. 

And Mary, poor Mary, what should she say? She was 
moved, and frightened, by the presence of these great men. 
They, too, were kings, for only kings were so arrayed, or 
bore such gifts! It was too much for the peasant maid. 
Even her husband, so much older than she and so much 
wiser in the world’s strange ways, even Joseph was 
afraid. The shepherds were their own kind. Even when 
they told of the angels, it was not wholly strange. But 
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these three men from so far away, come so soon upon the 
heels of Herod’s messenger—this was a thing not to be 
understood at all. And Mary trembled, and snatched to 
her breast the babe who was perhaps not hers but God’s, 
and wept for very fear. 

“O, sirs,” she faltered, “I know not why you are here, or 
what it all means. But I thank you from my heart.” Then 
suddenly, she smiled, and her tears shone with a kind of 
gladness. “This is the day of kings,” she cried, “for surely 
you are kings. And this very morning, only just now in 
this room, there came one from the great king, Herod.” 

And she stopped, in amazement. For at the word, the 
wise-men had started as though in fear, and the young 
man had leaped to his feet and come to her. He snatched 
her arm, as though to shake her, and looked close into her 
face. 

“Herod!” he cried, “not one from Herod!” 

“Yes, my lord,” said Mary. “It was one from Herod, a 
captain of his guard, who came into this room, and said 
that the great king had heard of the Messiah, and sought 
to know where he was, that he too might worship him.” 

“Believe him not,” cried the young man. 

“Nay,” faltered the older men, as they struggled to their 
feet. “Believe him not! This messenger of Herod is no 
friend. He comes not to see and worship. He comes to 
kill, as the wolf to devour. Herod is jealous, afraid. We 
knew it when we talked with him in Jerusalem, and asked 
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where the young child lay. We saw him grow dark and 
terrible before us, and awaited him to consult his chief 
priests and scribes, and were told at last to journey to Bethle¬ 
hem, and then return and tell him where we found the 
babe. Yet before we could come, his officer is here before 
us. He has found thee, Joseph, and now will destroy thee, 
and thy wife—and thy child, the hope of Israel. Flee, 
Joseph, flee! Herod is a man of blood, and he hath sent 
the sword against thee and all that is thine own.” 

And the wise-men bound their girdles and gathered up 
their goods, and hastened away. Only the young man lin¬ 
gered, to spread the word in Bethlehem, and to tell the 
people to guard Mary and her child. 

And Mary clasped her babe more tightly to her breast, 
and cried out in terror for her first-born. She had not 
noted Hadoram, save as he was an officer of the great king. 
He had seemed splendid in his helm and mail. But the 
wise-men must be right. The stars had told them. This 
soldier was the appointed murderer of her child. 

Ill 

Meanwhile, Hadoram was gone into the stable of the 
inn, in sore trouble of mind. How should he do this deed ? 
Were it not wise to return to Herod, and report? There 
was no chance of these humble folk getting away. Did he 
not need soldiers for this work, for the murder would stir 
the countryside and rouse up rebellion? These wise-men 
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whom he had seen; these shepherds of whom he had been 
told; this talk of kings and messiahs! There was danger 
here. Herod did not know and should be advised. And 
Hadoram took down the harness from the stable-wall, and 
led his horse from the stable-stall. He would return to 
Jerusalem, and tell the great king what he had seen and 
heard. 

But what was this tumult that came to his ears? Voices, 
the sound of running feet, and even the clash of arms. 
Was there trouble already? Was his mission known? Yes, 
there was a crowd—men stern and women pale. They were 
gathering here in the court-yard, and threatening the 
stable. Could it be possible that there was some word 
abroad of Herod’s order to kill this mother and her child ? 
And were the people rising to defend her, and maybe to 
slay him ? 

Hadoram drew his sword, and strode to the stable door. 
He was a bold man, if a cruel one! Scarce had he stepped 
into the yard when he saw the mob, and understood their 
anger. They were seeking him, the officer of Herod. For 
when diey saw him before the stable, they lifted a wild 
cry, and brandished crooks, and staves, and scythes, and 
spears, and sticks and stones. 

Then suddenly came silence, and a great stillness upon 
the place. Dared they attack this man, the messenger of 
the great king? Would not Herod terribly avenge him— 
seize the town, level its dwellings, and scatter its people ? 
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But a greater King was here! The stars had shone for him, 
and the angels sung for him. This was David come again, 
to set up his throne upon the earth and destroy even 
Caesar! 

And a great shout was raised once more, and as though 
at the bidding of some high command, the crowd cast 
itself upon Hadoram. And there was a dark moment, with 
muffled cries, and gasps for breath, and screams, and the 
harsh clash of arms. Men fell in blood and lay upon the 
ground, or staggered away in anguish. Then came a groan 
like death itself, and all was still. There was no motion 
any more, and no alarm. Each man stood where he had 
been, his arm uplifted, or his weapon down. Then there 
was a stir, as of wind through bending grain. And all 
turned and moved away. And there was left a shining 
body in the court, brass stained with blood, which moved 
but did not cry. 

Now Mary, knowing not what was passing without, 
heard only shouts and blows, and was afraid. What was 
this which was come upon her? Where should she flee? 
Where was Joseph ? The wise-men were right—the officer 
of Herod was here to kill her babe! She clutched Jesus 
wildly as she saw a man within the door. But it was the 
inn-keeper, so frightened that he could not speak. And 
behind him was Joseph, pale but calm. He came to her, 
and took her hand, and spoke softly to her, and said: 

“Mary, be not afraid! There has been a brawl without. 
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Herod’s messenger!—he has been slain, in protection of 
thee and of thy son. We must hurry, Mary, and go—I know 
not where. But we must leave Bethlehem, for Herod will 
hear, and send soldiers to take our lives. Come-” 

But Mary moved not, nor answered. There came a 
change upon her. She was no longer afraid, but horrified. 
“Slain?” she whispered, as to herself. “The king’s man! 
Is he quite dead ?” 

“I know not,” said Joseph, in surprise. “No one will go 
to him. He was seen to move once, twice, but is now quite 
still.” 

“Bring him hither,” cried Mary, suddenly. “I would see 
him—and heal him of his hurt. He is guilty of no evil 
thing against us. He was ordered by Herod. It was the king 
who bade him. He knew not what he did, nor why. This 
man is a fellow-Jew, a brother, some mother’s son—if our 
enemy unwittingly, then to be forgiven and pitied, and 
loved the more. O, Joseph, do you not remember how it is 
written in the Scriptures, ‘If thine enemy be hungry, give 
him bread to eat; and if he be thirsty, give him water to 
drink; for thou shalt heap coals of fire upon his head, 
and the Lord shall reward thee.” * I recall when I first 
heard this in the synagogue—how wonderful it was. And 
now it comes to me again, the word of God. That we must 
save, and forgive, and love, even our enemies! I would not 
have another die, that I may live; but would rather myself 


* Proverbs XXV:21-22. 
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die, that another may live. And our son, if he be the King, 
the anointed of the Most High, then God will shelter him, 
and spare him for his own great end. Though he be slain, 
as on a tree, his kingdom will yet come.” 

“Bring Herod’s man to me,” cried Mary once again. She 
was as one rapt, ecstatic. She looked at Joseph and saw 
him not, but something beyond him and above. Then she 
saw him, and clasped her hands, and wept. “O, Joseph, do 
as I bid,” she said, in faltering tones. “Do as I bid, and it 
shall be well.” 

And Joseph, as one moving in a dream, left hurriedly 
the room. And Mary took Jesus in her arms, and wept 
afresh, and cried: 

“Be not afraid, dear son! God is with us. He will guard 
us both. For love is greater far than any sword.” 

IV 

Mary waited, but not for long. Soon the door was 
darkened, and Joseph came with men bearing a heavy 
body. And they laid the body before her, and she looked 
and saw that it was the body of Herod’s man. His helm 
was gone, his corselet scarred and broken, but she saw no 
fatal wound. There seemed to be injury to his head, where 
he had been smitten many times. Here were deep cuts and 
much bleeding. But he was not dead—only unconscious, 
as though dead, from the blows of stones and staves that 
had been rained upon him. And Mary removed his bat- 
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tercel armor, and loosed his belt, and laid his head upon 
her breast. And she bathed his wounds with hot water 
brought from the inn-kitchen, and she laid soft hands upon 
his brow, and talked to him. And soon he stirred and 
moaned, and at last opened his eyes, and gazed fixedly 
upon her. And Mary smiled at him, and soothed him. And 
slowly he looked about, and then back at Mary, and at 
last seemed to remember. Then he closed his eyes, and 
lapsed again as into death. And Mary bathed his wounds 
afresh, and bound his head in heavy swathes of cloth, and 
now began to sing, very quietly, in tender tones, like a 
mother to her child. And Hadoram slowly roused himself, 
and again gazed into the sweet face of Mary. And he said: 

“I beseech thee, Madam, let me die. I am not worthy to 
be touched of thee. O miserable man that I am!” 

“I know, I know,” replied Mary, striving to calm him 
once again. 

“Know!” cried Hadoram, struggling feebly to arise. 
“Know?—that I was come here at Herod’s bidding, to 
kill thy child ? The great king was afraid. He had heard of 
this son of David. The wise-men came and told him of 
the star that proclaimed one born King of the Jews. Herod 
saw himself dethroned, exiled, his kingdom at an end. 
He dared not appeal to Rome, for Caesar cared for none 
of these things. So he bade me, his chief captain, to seek 
thee out—to follow the wise-men when they came to thee 
in Bethlehem and to slay the babe with my own sword, 
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and, if needs be, thee and thy husband. And I came, and 
saw thee. Thou knowest this?” 

“Yes, my lord,” answered Mary, unperturbed. “I know. 
The wise-men had suspected, and told us of their fears 
that diou hadst come to harm us.” 

“And still thou savest me!” exclaimed Hadoram. And 
as one stricken with astonishment and shame, he sank 
back weakly into Mary’s arms. And he felt again her soft 
hands upon his brow, and heard her voice in soothing. 

And, as in a dream, his mind went fading back into the 
years. He saw himself again a little boy, wandering the 
streets of Tiberias like some stray dog, shouted at, and 
cursed, and kicked about. He was a child without parents 
or home. Where he had been born, or how he had come 
where he was, he did not know. He had awakened to 
remembrance, only to find himself living on scraps in the 
gutter, clothed in rags snatched from rubbish heaps and 
open doors, sleeping in the streets, or in stables and out¬ 
houses when it was cold. Sometimes, in the warm summer, 
he wandered far into the fields and over the hills, but men 
hunted him like some hungry wolf, and he was safer in 
the town. 

Then came the day when the soldiers took him into the 
garrison, and made him dance and climb like a monkey 
for their sport. But they flung food to him when they were 
done, and let him sleep with them when he was weary. 
Soon he was a favorite with the rude guardsmen. They 
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taught him ways of villainy. Ere he was a man, he was 
expert in the work of blood and death. In due course, when 
he would become a spearsman, he was sent to Herod, since 
he was a Jew, and no Jew could serve the Roman eagles. 
And there, in the court of the great king, he was taught new 
cruelty and endured new shame. Never in all his days 
had Hadoram heard kind words, or felt soft hands. Whips 
and thongs and swords were his only portion. He knew 
but the ways of violence. 

And here suddenly he was wrapt like a babe in a 
mother’s arms, and his wounds bathed and bound by one 
who knew him to be her enemy. What strange world was 
this ? Could this be the Messiah, and his reign now come 
upon the earth? He had heard the promises, and had 
laughed and jeered. But now he shuddered, and was 
afraid. It was the Messiah, the anointed of God. The king¬ 
doms of this world were about to end, and even Caesar fall. 
Rods would be broken, swords beaten into plowshares and 
spears into pruning-hooks. There would be no violence any 
more, nor hate, and only peace prevail. And as though 
from afar, like an angel-voice, he heard one softly speak¬ 
ing: 

“Be still, and know that I am thy friend. There must be 
evil in the world, but not in our hearts. If thou wouldst do 
evil at the bidding of Herod, thou wilt do it no more. For 
a King greater than the great king has come. His name is 
Emanuel, and his kingdom shall be forever and forever.” 


62 


THE SECOND CHRISTMAS 


And Hadoram listened and was still. There was strange 
music in his heart, and a strange vision before his eyes. He 
saw what he had not seen, and knew what he had never 
known. And it seemed as though someone died within 
him, and someone else was born. And he was afraid no 
more—and slept. 


V 

There passed two days, and Mary now must go. Perhaps 
she had delayed too long! Herod might come at any hour. 
Hadoram bade her make haste. 

“Hurry,” he said, “and hide thyself away. Travel not 
the highways of the land. They will be watched! Betake 
thyself to some secret place—flee to Egypt if there be no 
nearer place. For Herod will sweep this land with fire and 
blood until he find thee. He will slaughter all children, 
that he may the more surely slaughter thine. Go, go, while 
there is yet time!” 

And Mary gathered up her garments, and in them 
wrapped lovingly the gifts of the wise-men. And she sat 
herself upon the little ass, with the infant Jesus in her 
arms, and Joseph at her side. And she thanked the inn¬ 
keeper and his wife for their great kindness, and smiled 
in gratitude upon them. Then she took out two pence, 
and gave them to the host, and said: 

“Take care of Herod’s man; and whatsoever thou 
spendest more, I will repay thee from Nazareth.” 
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And Joseph took the ass’s bridle in his hand and raised 
his staff, and they started upon their way. And they were 
soon lost in the dust of the road, and no man saw them 
more for many days. 

And Hadoram waxed in strength. But he returned not to 
Herod! He waited quietly, as for some message or com¬ 
mand. And the people of Bethlehem, who had heard the 
tale from the inn-keeper, wondered at him. And as he 
sat silently in the sunshine in the stable-yard, or walked 
silently the streets of the little town, they dared at last to 
speak to him, and seek to find his will. But Hadoram 
would answer nothing, save that he was not now returning 
unto Herod. 

“I shall draw sword no more,” he said, “nor shall I obey 
the great king again. I know another King, and his will 
shall I obey.” 

And on a day there came soldiers into the town, a 
captain and six men. And these entered into every house, 
and seized therein the children. And every male child, 
from two years old and under, they slew before the 
mothers’ eyes. And there was lamentation and weeping, 
and wild frenzy. And at night men could not sleep for 
cries of anguish, and by day they could not work for their 
own agony. And Bethlehem was sore bereft, and all the 
coasts thereof, and the whole kingdom was in mourning. 

And Hadoram rose, and went into the stable of the inn, 
and took his horse, and placed saddle and bridle upon him. 
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And he gave his helm and corselet to the inn-keeper, and 
handed to him, as well, his belt and sword. And he 
clothed himself in sack-cloth, and bowed into the road and 
gathered dust to cast upon his robe, and went to the 
kitchen of the inn and took up ashes and strewed them 
upon his head. And he mounted his horse, to ride away. 

And the inn-keeper and his wife, and all the people of 
the town, looked upon him in wonder and alarm. And 
they said: 

“Where goest thou ?” 

And Hadoram answered, and said: 

“To Herod, the great king.” 

“To Herod?” 

“Yes,” answered Hadoram, “to the great king, in 
Jerusalem.” 

“But thy sword?” said the inn-keeper. 

“I need no sword, nor shall ever need a sword,” replied 
Hadoram. “I have put by the sword. I go to Herod, with 
empty hands and bowed head, to tell him what he has 
done, and to warn him that another and greater than he 
has come.” 

“But Herod will punish thee—torture and kill thee. 
For he is a cruel king, and brooks no defiance of his will.” 

And Hadoram smiled, and said: 

“I have killed many times at the bidding of the king. It 
is proper that at his bidding I should now die in atone¬ 
ment of my sins, and in witness of the truth. There is a 
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greater power in the world than force, a mightier weapon 
in men’s hands dian sword or spear. This I know, for I 
have seen. And this shall I tell to the great king. Though 
he slay me, yet will I go to him; and though he stretch 
me upon a cross, and set me up to die, yet will I speak to 
him.” 

And Hadoram, clad in sack-cloth, and with dust upon 
his garments and ashes upon his head, turned his horse 
and rode out of the court-yard of the inn, and was lost in 
the glowing sunlight of the road. And no man saw him 
more. 

But rumors came, like the sound of trumpets, from 
Jerusalem, of a captain in Herod’s court who was a 
traitor to the great king. And it was said that the captain 
had been whipped in the market-place till he fell down 
upon the ground, and nailed to a cross and lifted up above 
the high-gate. And as he died, he talked of a Messiah come 
to save his people Israel. 


